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hours a day he rides, like the wild German Hunter, on a horse he has bought, and which seems to like the sort of thing ! Such a horse! he (not the horse) never wearies, in the intervals of Frederick, of celebrating the creature's " good sense, courage and sensibility!" " Not once," he says, "has the creature shown the slightest disagreement from him in any question of Intellect" (more than can be said of most living Bipeds)! I wrote to a relation in Scotland, "If this horse of Mr C.'s dies, he will certainly write its biography/* and that very day he said to me, " My dear, I wish I could find out about the genealogy of that horse of mine! and some particulars of its life! I am beginning to feel sure it is a Cockney."
Poor Lady Ashburton has made nothing by leaving the Grange deserted this winter, she has been quite ill ever since she went to Nice.
May I offer my affectionate regards to your husband ? And may I give yourself a kiss ?
Yours very truly,
JANE WELSH CARLYLE.
In April a report reached us that Tom Moore was dying. A friend writes: " This darling old poet is only just alive, mind and body. X goes over frequently to see him and read him your poems, which he cries over and delights in."
" Enid " and " Nimue, or The True and the False " were put into print this summer.
In June the American translator of Faust, Bayard Taylor, stayed at Farringford and was full of talk. Among other things he told my father that the most beautiful sight in the world was a Norwegian forest in winter, sheathed in ice, the sun rising over it and making the whole landscape one rainbow of flashing diamonds.
Taylor published the following account of his visit to us: